would as likely as not refuse to pay his rickshaw bo
and try to drive the man off with blows. In the en
he solved Miss Levasseur's hesitancies about him by run
ning off, owing money both to her and to his firm, W
vainly searched his room for any valuables that coul
be sold to pay his debt. All we found was unpaid bill
and patent-medicine bottles.
I was still going out with Bernard, whose leave wa
due in a   few   weeks.    Something   of   the   dreamlik
quality of our first outings had faded.    I realize!! tha
I had been building up an unacknowledged hope tha
he would take me away from my husband and marn
me himself, and as I saw more of him I understood tha
hope was vain.    The freedom of his spirit stopped shor
when it confronted the possibility of having to dare th<
whispered asides of the drawing-rooms and the offices
His favourite phrase to dismiss a tangled situation w&
"It's messy."    He had been brought up in a conventional
family, and so he believed not only that a relation could
be messy in itself, but that the gossip of his acquaint-
ances could make it so.    But I never quarrelled with
him.    There was a cool dignity about him that made it
impossible.    It would have been like boxing the ears
of a fawn.
On the evenings when I wasn't with Bernard I
went out with a boarder of Miss Levasseur's, a Mr
Creech, who worked in the naval office. He took me
to sergeants' mess hops, held in a square little hall hung
with flags and with a beer and sandwich bar in the
corner. Alois had finally driven Felicity out a few
weeks after I left, and we went bathing together down
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